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We know, fair field, broad booty to sweep \i\\

Space to win spurs in; and what English gold

Must after battle gild his heels with them,

When he shall stand up in my father's stead

Lieutenant-general for you of the realnt:

And who must have your brother's lands we know,

Investiture must have, and chancellorship,

And masterdom in council    Here he stands,

A worthy witness to it j do you look on me ?

Is it not you must be the golden sir,

The counsel-keeper, the sole tongue of the head,

The general man, the goodly ?    Did you send

Lord Bothwell hard at heel of him cast forth

To make his wrong sweet with sweet-spoken words,

And temper the sharp taste of outrage done

And heat in him of anger, with false breath ?

Why made you not your own tongue tunable

Who are native to soft speaking, and who hate

With as good heart as any Scot that hates

England? or is her messenger your fool

To take blows from you and good words alike

As it shall chance him cross your morning mood

Angry or kindly ?

Queen*                  Sir, our chancellor,

We charge you that you answer not the duke.

Darnley.    Duke ?

Queen.     Ay, the duke of Roth say; whom we pray
Seek otherwhere some seemlier talking-stock
To flush his hot and feverish wit upon,